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Paganisme immortd, es-tu mort? On le dit.
Mais Pan tout bas s'en moque, et la Sir&ne en rit.

But Ronsard is long; and life, as he perpetually re-
peated, is not. That is a reason for reading him at once;
but also for beginning, not on his collected works, but on
the admirable selection of Pierre de Nolhac, which has no
fault except one which many will find no fault at ail-
that it modernises Ronsard's spelling.

I write this in my garden, under a plum tree, with
Ronsard's roses laughing before me in the brief splendour
of June; behind rises the gaunt skeleton of the new Uni-
versity Library, gaping for the coming deluge of books in
their lorry-loads, of massed periodicals briefer in their life,
and far less lovely, than a rose. How many of the writers
that scribble in the one and squabble in the other, know
Ronsard? Yet, irresistibly, we are drawn to read these
things in their fussy novelty, knowing quite well that in
the states of feeling they will give us they cannot compare
with him. Doubtless one must live in one's own age too;
he would have been the first to echo that. But how
fantastically we allocate our days! When I think that
till a couple of years ago Ronsard was not much more
than a name to me, and recall the shelves of learned trash
I read instead, and that such is the common way of our
world, I wonder if secretly we are half dead and shun
living things, lest they should shame our shallowness.
Until by some chance we suddenly hear again one of the
Immortals; and ask ourselves wonderingly in what frivo-
lous and somnolent owl-light, among what fugitive cob-
webs of futility we have wandered so long, deaf to
Dionysus dancing by our blindly shuttered walk

16 qu'on boive, qu'on chante,

Qu'on enchante
La dent des soucis felons: